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forth with a surprising but second-hand splendor and effusive-
ness of orchestration. Mr Hideout, though he is younger than
most symphonic poets, is man enough, I hope, to excuse my
frankness if I tell him that Epipsychidion is not worth a rap,
though it is quite the right thing for him to have begun with. The
fifth concert, at which I was not present, was a Wagner concert;
and so, indeed, was the last one, as far as I heard it. The orchestra
has not improved during the season. I do not think the wit of
man could move such players to a worse performance of die
Tannhauser overture than that with which the final concert ended.
Henschel was in his most perverse humor, beating the pilgrims'
march in an impossible fashion, and rushing the rest through
headlong, besides deliberately urging the trombones to blare
most horribly. Altogether, the performance would have done
admirably in the Malay Peninsula. The applause it gained was
correctly estimated by an amateur critic, who informed his com-
panion, as I passed him on the stairs, that "You can always fetch
'em if you make a jolly row." The Good Friday music was
better; though even here the trombones, in giving out the
Parsifal motive at the beginning, were allowed, and had no
doubt been instructed, to force their power to a point of sinister
coarseness which turned Parsifal into Klmgsor at once. In the
Siegfried Idyll the conductor at first worried his band more than
he inspired them; but later on Wagner got the upper hand of
both; and the result, if not thoroughly satisfactory, at least led
to some happy moments. On the whole, though the London
Symphony concerts have gained ground absolutely, they have
lost it relatively, owing to the fact that the orchestra's most
immediate competitor this time has been no longer the Richter
band, which, for excellent reasons, will always share its defects,
but the Manchester men, whose recent exploits have been tre-
mendous. In certainty of execution, and the rare combination
of intimate knowledge of their repertory with unimpaired fresh-
ness of interest in it, they have distanced even the Crystal Palace
orchestra. When they played Berlioz' difficult and complicated
Fantastic Symphony they gave Halle less trouble than Henschel
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